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VIOLET: Well, he always has.

MRS. APPLEBY: Mr. Appieby was saying only this morning
he was the last man one would expect to marry in haste.

VIOLET: Let's hope he won't repent at leisure.

ANNE: {Smiling.} Mrs. Appieby is dying to know all about
it, Violet.

MRS. APPLEBY: I'm an old woman. Lady Little.

VIOLET: {Gaily.} Well, I met Arthur at a week-end party.
He'd come home on leave and all sorts of important
people had been asked to meet him. I was frightened out
of my life. The duchesses had strawberry leaves hanging
all over them and they looked at me down their noses.
And the Cabinet Ministers' wives had protruding teeth
and they looked at me up their noses.

ANNE: What nonsense you talk, Violet!

VIOLET: I was expecting to be terrified of Arthur. After all,
I knew he was a great man. But you know, I wasn't a bit.
He was inclined to be rather fatherly at first, so 1 cheeked
him.

ANNE: I can imagine bis surprise. No one had done that for
twenty years.

VIOLET: When you know Arthur at all well you discover
that when he wants anything he doesn't hesitate to ask
for it.   He told our hostess that he wanted me to sit next
to him at dinner.   That didn't suit her at all, but she
didn't like to say no.  Somehow people don't say no to
Arthur. The Cabinet Ministers* wives looked more like
camels than ever, and by Sunday evening, my dear, the
duchesses' strawberry leaves began to curl and crackle.
ANNE: Your poor hostess, I feel for her. To have got hold
of a real lion for your party and then have him refuse to
bother himself with anybody but a chit of a girl whom
you'd asked just to make an even number!
MRS. APPLEBY: He just fell in love with you at first sight?
VIOLETS That's what he says now.